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r BY MRS, HAZFL CARTER..

Editorial note—Thia is the final article In
the series by Mra Hazel Carter, wife of
Corporal John Carter, U. 5. A., who, rigged
out as 4 soldler, smuggied herself aboard a
trunsport of the Perahing expedition and wis
not discoversd untll five duys at sea In
the first three mrticles Mga Carter told how
she smuggled heiself from Douglas, Ariz.,
onto the traneport with her husband, of the
thriliing voyage over, her discovery, and ths
fing! parting with her husband whom =he
had followed so far.

eclk

HILE I _had besn saying
‘;‘; bye to my husband on the

of the transport the guards
turned their backs and pretended to be
busy. They told me afterward that
when they saw me rush to the rafl they
hiad the scara of thelr livea. They
thonght I was going to Jump over after
him. They reached me as I crumpled
up on the decle. They plcked ma up
and ecarried me back to my stateroom
prison. One of the boys of the medieal
division came In a2nd set about trying
10 bring me to.

The first thing T remember hearing

ood-

was the volce of a seaman who had

been sent on an errand for the “medlce |

A woman makes a hell of a soldier,”
he was complnining. *“If they ever got
out In a2 good stiff battle and things
hégan to look tough for them the whole
da army would- go to work and
faint* )

*“What are you blowin' about?™ esaid
one of my personnl guards, who was
nlways willing to glve me all the best
af It Y was hia prisoner, and he was
e poldler and dldn't want an outalder
pleking on me. “A lot a license you
hitve to bawl out somebody. That time
the boys kidded you and snld they were
Eoing to draft the sidtlors Into the Army
and eend them out first I thought you
had the ague™

“I wasn't feelln' well. I had a chill™

“UUh, huh! A chill in your feet, that's
Shat you had™

“Well, maybe I 414 A guy's got a
right to his own !deas about fightin'.
I win't afrald of no submurines mnor
anything elss on this here saan, but I
fin't hankerin' to go chaslng Germans
across No Man's Land nor none o' them
strange places, If I'm gonna g&t mine
I want to get It on the ocean”™

This is often the case. Sallors, who
do not know the meaning of the word
fear on the water, will back out en-
tirely whan [t comés to fighting on
land. They seem to be born to the
pea. A lot of soldlers hate the water,
They wouid rather fight four vears in
the Army than four days in the Navy.
I've seen eampalgners who would wa
fnto a machine gun show a yellow
streak from seasickness,

“The kid's all right,”” sald my guard
o this sallor, recommending me. “She
made a darn good doughboy. If she
wants to take a fiop because her old
man has to go out and maeybe gat
beaned by a plece of shrapnel or some-
thin', let her do it."

It all came back to me then, why 1
svas here, the goodbya to my husband,
the fajlure of my plans, just when ¢t

Jooked as if T were golng to get through
clean and maybe go with him to the
front. I guess 1 moaned. 1 couldo't
help 1t. What dld I care now whather
they thought T was brave or not? My
Bammie soldler man was gone. That's
&1l T could think of.

“She's coming to,” sald the “medic”
feeling for my pulse. “You'd better
ciner out, nll of you. I'll give her some-
thing to keep her qulet Ste'll feel
botter after a good night's rest.”

i honestly did not know whethar 1
wanted to me to or not. Life looked
prefity hopeless with me back there on
the transport, net knowing what was
coming off at ths ecomp. Then 1
tliought of my huzsband. He told me to
walt for him. Well, I wouldn't disap-
point him, There was every chanoce
he would come back and we could be
happy agaln.

Bilnce I got back homa I have heard
of severnl cases where the wives or
sweethearts of boys who have been
cilled away committing suicide. This is
hard to understand. If & woman s
lucky enough to win the love of a man
who will shounider o gun and go out and
fight for his country and her country,
&h® ought to hava enough grit to live
Tor bim and do her bit In the meantime.
He wiants to come back nand find his
home or the girl left behind him
walting to welcome him. This is one
©f the things which keeps him going—
the thought that the soconer it i{s over
the quicker hs will get back home to
her.

It #ldn’t take me very long to find
out the captaln
I might be one
the porthole in
out and see the

dn

ha

on the boat suspected
of the quitters. From
my room I could Jook
deck.

Kept Under Guard,

A mallor was walking guard up
there, He never took his eves off the
porthole. When he saw me come near
tha opening hea locked mighty
ried The ecaptain thouzght I
try to Jjump overboard and drown
myself, It would be up to thias guard
to dive over and rescus me,

“Don’'t worry,” I called to him. "I'm
not golng to do the Dutch, as we say
in tha Army.*

"You'd better not.” he grinned. “The
water is awful damp this evening.™
But ha kept hla eye on the porthole
Just the same,

They brought me evervthing for din-
nor they thought would tempt me.
I 411 not touch All T did was to
walk the fipor. Most of the timea I
criod. For five days and nights I
never slept or ate a mouthful of food.
The very slght of It choked me.

A guard was stationed outside my
door and another on Lhe upper deck.
The nr:‘u at the dJdoor was n suinllur.l
and the one on deck a eailor. The sol-
dlara belonged to the hospltal corps.
They were detailed to duty on the
tranzporia and go back and forth with
the aship to which they are assigned

Now, all the troops were sshorea, 1
spent most of the time allowed m¥ on
dock dally for exerclss, watching and
hopl_.g for a glimpse of my husband,
ayos glued to the spot where I knew
the camp to be. The boys must have
been kept prettly close, bechus. I did
not seo them again. Now and then
I could make out a famlliar uniform
or figure hurrying aealong on shore,
Eoing to or from the ships on offjclal
business, but none of them came cloge
snourgh for me to find out what was
happening.

My husband had promised he would
do everything in his power to get them
to permit me to land I knew he
would keep his word. T =ntill hoped
they would relent, and I could go
and join the Red Cross, even if I
gould not be a regular soldler,

Every time & boat put out froam

w» the pler I held my breath and prayed

wWor-
might

i
it
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It was someone bringing goods news
for me. Then, when it dldn’t,” I was
80 disappointed I would start crying
all fresh sgain.

Manybe you can imagine Jjust how
I felt. Thera was the shore, only na
stone's throw away. I had braved all
kinds of hardships and dangers to
reach it. My husband, the truest and
best Sammle that ever wore khaki,
was there. And hera I was a pris-
oner. 1 had come all the way, fooled
officers, faced submuarines, worked and
swented and the best I was Lo et
was a look at it. It drove me crazy.
No wonder I1-could nelther eat nor
slesp,

A hundred times a mnight T walked
to the porthole and watched the lights
twinkling in the town. It seemed
closer some way at night. One even-
ing the officer of the ship was walk-
ing by with n soldier. My 1lixg' was
out and they could npot ses me He
was apparently questioning the private.
1 did not recognize the sllhoutte, so
took him for a rookis.

“Carter sald he tried to get her to go
back, but she wouldn't do It.” said the
offlcer. “She's one of those bables who
glways has her own way. I wikh ehe
had been my wife for aboul a minute.
What he should have dons was Lo
knock her cold, eall an ambulance and
take her to the hospltal. Maybe alter
that she'd listen to reason.”

“Yesn, After that there would have
been two of us in the hospltal” I called
through the porthole, “And Uncle Sam
would have bsen minus onae perfactly
gouod soldier for a while™ ’

The offtcer wheeled around. He
loocked as if he would sell himself for
a plugged penny. He started to beg
my pardon,-but 1 ducked back into the
stateroom In the dark and left him fiat

My husband went ashore on Monday.
Wednesday one of the boys told me he
had been back on board the day before,
but tha Captaln had refused him per-
mission to see me. Heo begged for it
of coursa. They kept me Iin my state-
room while he was abourd. I was bluer
than ever. To think he had becn right
there on the bouat, and I had missed
him!

That night T kept my eyes on the
sailors on watch. If one of them had
fallen asisep or gone Inside after some-
thing, 1 made up my mind I would go
over, talkke o c¢hance and awim for It
They were thke most wide-awake
watchers 1 ever gaw. If I had to walt
for one of them to weaken, I would dle
of old age. You've got to hand it to
them for that,

Soldlers Get Great Welctane.

They told me the boys were having a
grest tlme ashore. The peopla had
glven them the keya of the town and
were dolng nothing but showing the
Sammiea around. France was turning

itaelf upside down to welcome them.,

Ofres,
The French glirls werae
them with kisses and good things to
eat, and the men were glapping them
on the back and calling them comrade
and more In French as hest they could,
which was none too good.

“Don't It get your goat to think
maybe one of them French dolls is=
planting a kiss on your old man's
brow ™ sald the guard who brought
me the mews. I knew he was irying
1o tease me,

“Goat, nothing™ I laughed. “Let
them go to it A soldier deserves all
the kisaes he can colleot™

The fifth day after I =ald good-bye
to my husband I was up on deck watch-
Ing, as usual, for any sign of someanns
coming to zet me, whe A transport
farther along the line of ships began
to move out. In n few minutes It wus
followed by another. That meant we
were about 1o start our vovage baok.
My heart sank into my ~hoes.
not see my F sband again. I was n
to go with the Red Croas and take ca~e
of the boys when thay were woun led
Coming over the otean did not seem =0
wide. Now It looked like a mlillion
miles across to me.

"Orders are 1o taks you to your quar-
ters and keep ¥You there until we are
aafe outsids,” sald one of my guards
I don't remember how I got there. 1
suess they half led and hnlf carried me.
I heard a bugle blowing somewhere
over in the town. It was manned by
an American. Every note came clear
across the water. The next thing 1
knew I was on my berth with my fin-
gers stuck tightly In my and my
face buried in a plllow, The boat was
moving out.

On the trip over I was not afrald
of submarines. Now, for the first time,
I was nervous about them. The ship
saemed deserted. Beaslds myself, the
only persons aboard were the erew that
worked the transport, the guniers and
a sergeant and four privates of the
hospltal corps. It was rough, too. With
all her eargo gone out of her, she
pitched and tossed most of the time.

I paced the deck for hours st =a
stretch. My guard was always with
me, the sallor on one sides and the sol-
dier on the other. I certalnly looked
lilke a popular lady. Many a girl back
homeé would have envied me this escort
from both branchesa of the service. I
gueas I almost walked the poor sen-
tries to death. Once, after & long hike,
I heard the =allor complaining:

“If he don't put on ths brakes,
dogs are going to be worn off right
up to the ankle. T joined the Navy
because walkin® never appealed to me.
The way I'm goln® now I might as well
have signed up with the Infantry™ 1
was still "he™ to the Jackie.

One sallor in the gun créew on the
way back kept compialning all the
time because we did not meet up with
a German sub. Has was a nice boy, the
one who had picked me out as a woman
on the way over waen he saw me try-

ears

my

lmg to roll & cigurettes, but kept it to

bombarding | himself.

Wa got very friendly.

“Why do you want to see & U-boat?*
I asked him. “Aren't you satisfied
with the surface of the sea?"

“We'd stay on top all right with that
haby wa've got to shool,” he replied.
“All wa want Is just a look at one,
You know, the gun eréew that sinks a
submarine gets $5000 from the Gov-
ernment, to be divided among the nine
men. I guess my share of that wouldn't
jlook good to ma and my folka back
in Jown, besidea the fun of nicking
one.”

That boy typified the spirit of the
United Htates Navy—nafraid of mnoth-
ing, fllled with supreme confidence In
the ability of the men to shoot quick
and straight

After 1 landed T saw him In Heobo-
ken, and he was having a romance. He
want at it in thea same way he would
Z0 atfter tha submarine.

“I've got to go up the stregt to meet
my g1M,” he announced, proudly amil-
inas.

“Where i5 she?" I asked him.

“Zhe works up here at the wvaude-
ville theater,” he answered. “She gets
through now pretty soon.'

I thought he had done pretty
grabbing an ‘aciress,

“They’'ll be calling you a stage-door
Johnny the first thing you know,” I
warned. He blushed.

“Oh, she don't come out the stage
door,” he defended. *“She’'s an usher,
and she's got my wrlst witch, 1 only
mat her at 10 o'clock thia morning, but
I let her wear it today."”

“You're o fast worker,” I suggested.

“Oh, we've got to boe In the Navy.”
he answered proudly, “whether It's
girls or submarines. Waea satlors don't
stay In ome place long enough to be
slow.”™

He went off up the street smililng—
finé boy, typical of the U. 8 Navy—
clean and whole=omae.

The sentries werse not supposed to
talic with me, but they were good fel-
lows, and didn’t mind breaking a rule
or two when It wasn't hurting sny-
thing to unbutton their faces and
loosen up a bit My doughboy outfit
was beginning to show the strain. I
had worn it all the time since we left
Douglas., It was cold, too, golng back.
I mentioned fesling cold to one of the
sallors. He offered me an extra sallor
suit he had. It was warmer than the
soldlier's uniform. I put it on.' It fit
a8 though it had been made for me.
They told me 1 made an even better
Jackle than I did a Sammie.

No girl with closets packed full of
smart clothes could be preuder of her
wardrobe than I was of my uniforms.
Part of the time I was a sallor and
part of tha time o soldier. Those two
sults, with pants, ware all the clothes
I had, but they put me In beth tha
Army and Navy. Thers was soma ri-
valry between the two as to which uni-
form I should wear,

All the while I kept begging the
guards to tell e why I had not been

well,

allowed to Jland
awered, “I don't know.,"” and
changed tha subjlect Finally,
wa were out a couple of days,
them ocame across.

*1 don’t know for sure,” he =ald, "but
I heard it was General Pershing's or-
ders. Fle sald it would set & bad ex-
ample.*

*l1 heard that,

They nalways an-
then
after

ohe of

too,” volunteered my
other escort, “but 1 alsc got a rumor
it was the French authorities who
turned you down.
me they put it up to the General so
gtrong he finally agreed to get you a
place In tha Red Cross, but the French-
iea couldn't =mee It They got more
women than they can uss over there
now. What they'ra shy on Is men*

“Aw, what's eatin' them,” grumbled
the first gunrd. "“She's more of a man
than some of ‘em back home who can't
Eet awny to go to war becauss Lhey
got to support their wife's uncle’s =ec-
ond cousin—or than some of those
soared rookles we took oOver with us.
I beatcha If she ever got a bead on a
Boche, blooey for him! Eh, Carter—
ar—I mean Mra Carter.™

I was no nearer the reason for my
being out there in the ocean, home-
ward bound Instead of peeling pota-
toes In the mess tent, than I had been
before. In fact, today I do not know
who to blame. You can't depend on
rumors that break out in the Army
ke a rash. Theéy have a great wire-
less servive,

Up to the time we left, the boys
ashore did not know where they would
bea sent or how soon. All they were
told was thsy would not be sent up
to tha._front, green. When they  did
go. they would know the game from
start to finish. Perahing was taking
no c¢hance on losing a single man
through ignorance or unpreparedness
He's that kind of & soldier—looks out
for his bass all the time.

We weore ten full days coming baock.
The trip was quliet, I was under guard
all the way. After the fifth day out,
I shook myself up and made up my
mind to make the best of It Tha
officera sent a Victrola into my room.
1 Erve concerts every afternoon. The
programme began and ended with a
solo by John McCormack entitled “The
Star-Spangled Banner™ One of the
sentries on dack kept asking for
“Maryland, My Maryland.” He had a
girl down In Baltimore and he was
pretty soft on the subject. He haad
her plicture in a leather case and car-
rled it on him all the time

The U, 8. A. Once More.

I was gind to see the tall buildings
I knew as those of New York loom up
—glad and sorry. It made me think of
how differsnt it was geoing out, the
ship like & bee-hlve full of our boys.
Now, It was empty. They were “over
there” As wa passed the Statue of
Libarty a sentry came to atténtion and
saluted.
| “Greetings, old girl"” he said.

“1 sea

Paaé’iﬂ 5

One of the boys told |

vou're still doing business at the old
stand By the way,” turning to me,
“what are they going to do with you?™

“How do T know?" I replied.

*I guess it's the guardhousa for you,™
he said. "1 heard they were golng to
jug you.™

“Prison
answered.
out
ns

will sult me fine,™ I
“Maybe, by the tima I come
the old man will be back. I might

well be In jall as anywhere else.
Of course, If they let me have my
cholce, I prefer to Join the Red Cross
|;inf1 try to go over and maybe sea my
boas—the commanding officer of the
Carter family."

I was kept on the ship for a day
and & night. Reporters from the news-
papers were the first to find me. 1
don't know whiat a slege is llke, but
the Government could make no mis-
take if they seat nll the reforters to
manning niego Euns, They'd nevar
stop untll they got the enamy.

Une of them came up to me on deck
in a big hurry

“Wheare's the woman
Fratnce on this
he asked.

“Tm It," T sald. T was otlll wear-
Ing m@p Doughboy uniform. He looked
me over a minute, scratched his head,
and exploded:

“"Weill, I'tl be damned ™

Finally the officers of the ship tale-
phoned the police In *dchoken. They
camé down In a patrol wagon to get
me. A matron was with them. They
all seemed to be anxious Lo do any-
thing for me they could. I was so0 used
to the ship by this time, I hated to
leave her. The officers and men on
board all wished me good-bye and good
luek. 1 guess, If the truth is told, they
hated to see me go, too. I furnished
& little excitement for them.

I had & {rea ride In the police taxi-
cab to the jail The matron loaned
me clothes so I could go out in the
rarb of & woman and buy some of my
oW I cried a littie, when I pesled
off my soldier uniform, thinking how
happy I had bean in lt—part of the time.

who went to
transport with you,”

I

o me. That uniform [a going to hei
locked away In a chest and treasured
all my life. TI'll hand it down to the |
young Carters—Iif there ever are any.
The officera told me the Governmeant
would take no action against me. They
had demoted my husband from corporal
to private and fined him two-thirds of |
ons month's pay, anod they thought
that was enough. I coulda’t convinece
them he wasn't In on It originally, n.l»|
though I trled hard snough.
What surprised me was
secemed to think I had done something ,
wonderful. I nevar looked at it that |
way at all. Moving plcture concernu.]
photographers, vaudeville agents =and |
newsnpapers came to me with all eorts |
of offers. I never had any experience |
In busingeas. I lived on a ranch down

in Arizsona when I wasn't at any Army

WomanhlioSlippedliidf
Ifroops/ells
'fHore €orring:

of

post, and I conldn't understand what 2
had done to bring myself & much In
the limelight. I can rope a steer with
the best of them, but when this New
York bunch began to mill I was sunk.

I was alone here, knew nobody., One
of the newaper men suggested that, If
I wanted to get money, 20 I could jein
the Red Cross and go back, I ought to
acceptl some of the affora. That decidad
meé. The money I make from these
articles In the American newspapera
will be used for that purpose. They
will give Uncle Sam a Red Cross nurse,
passage to "Somewhera In France'
preferably mear Private (now) John
Carter, prepaid.

Now I'm going back to Douglas
see the folka. I'll stop In Kentucky,
my husband ordered, and tell hl
mother all abhout whnat a fin Sammie
she has for a son, My own her will
be walting for me. BShe never knew
I was going until I had left I didn't
want her to worry. But, now that I
am back, she writes:

*ITf you wanted to be a soldier and
fight with yvour man, it was 1y
with us. We're proud of you.
an honor to the bloogd, and that
bean fighting blood since before
Civil War.”

I don't know how long thls war is
Eoing to Inst, but, If it gives me half a
chanee, I'll ba “Over There™ with =
¢ross on my arm, looking f..- Private
John Carter, U, 8 I (I hops he's a
Captain then—he's got it In him), and
looking out for him and the boys.

There'll be somenne else I'll be look-
ing for, too—the “rookie™ who talked
too much and tipped me off.
(Copyright, 1217, by the Bell

cats, Inc)
THE END.

CHEAPER FEED NECESSARY

Fodder, Straw and Other Roughages
May Be Utilized.

WASHINGTON, Aug. 27—"Tt
to quit ashovelilng grain Indiscrir
into livestock. Good livestock
demands [t and tha nead of more fo
requires It. Feeding grain to meat ani-
mals with a lavish hand is responsibla
for one of the greates feed losses on
the farms of this country. Hay, fodder,
sflage and pasture are the et
feeds and will carry animals alon
a minlmum of grain. Keep the
of young animnls developing on these
cheap feeds, Withhold the full grain
ration until the finlshing period ar-
rives. Breeding cattle may be wintered
on thes cheaper feeds,

This advice
specinlista of the
partment of Agricul
ers Is not emergent
the sound logic o
which American e
if they are Lo ecompete
with European ment
coming generations
days to learn lesson
servation. In Farmers® Bulletin 8§73,
“The Utilization of Farr. Wastes In
Foeding Livestock,” specialists tell how
to usa these cheaper fe in rations
for cattle, sheep and horses.

A tremendous waste of feeding stuffs
occurs annually on Amerlcan farms,
according to figures presented this
publieation. In 1914 abopt 120,000,000
tons of straw were produced n the
United Of this amou 6 por
cent was f» to livestock, 15 per cent
was burned, § per cent sold and 22 per
cent plowed under or otherwiss dis-
posed of. Corn stover produced In tha
United States extimated at 245,253,
o0 tons, which 8135 per cent is feod
to cattle

CITY LADS HEAR BETTER

Rural
Youths for Poor Hearing.

to
aa
s

has
the

Syndl«

Is time
inately
rmi

with

ramacs

of animal-husbandry
United E tes De-
ture to stock feeds-
cervice Iy; it is
eat production,
s must learn
cannfully
producers in tha
Thess are good
of feed con-

on

BUC

the

States.

d

of

Marine Corps Rejects More

WASHINGTON, Aug, 2317.—That tha
country youth is not able to hear so
well as his city brother, and that only
about ona in five of the former possess
the auricular acuteness of the clty-
bred lad the opinlon of officers nt
the head marine corps
in this city. Their deductions are
on the number of country boys rejected
for poor hearing.

Many persons belleve that the con-
tinual jarring noises of the clity have a
tendancy to dull the itiveness of
the nerve centers. Howe r, this Is not
borne out by the flgures of the Marine
Corps officers, who belisve that the
quiet life of the country, free
noises, has a tendency to Wos
through disuse, the responsive nerves
in the #ar

Scientlsts polnt to Innumerabls par-
allels In nature wher
organ gradually r es its functioning
power or eliminatex It altogether. Tha
blind fishes In the dark pools of Mame«
math Cave are a notable examg

Juice-of Lemons!
How to Make Skin

White and Beautiful

o
| be taken to astrain

paopls 1

At the cost of a small jar of ordinary
¢cold crecm aone can prepare a full gquar-
ter pint of the nost wonderiul lemon

Skirts felt awful funny and awkward | SEin Lofiener and complexion beautifier

by =queéezing the Julce of two
lemons into a bottla containis
unces of orchard white. Care
the julce
awine cloth 820 no lrmon pulp geta In,
then this Jotlon will keen fresh for
monthe. Every woman knows= that lam-
on julce is used to bleach and remove
such blemisher as (reckles, sallowness
and tan, and Is the ideal skin softener,
smoothener and beautifisr.
Just try 1t! Get three
orchard white at any pharmacy and
two lemons from the groc and maka
up A gquarter pint of this sweetly frug-
rant lemon lotion and masssgze It daily
into the fmce, neck. arms and hanas. It
should naturslly help to whiten, sofi-
en, freshen and bring out the roses and
beauty of any =skin. It is truly mare
velous to smoothen rough, red hands,
—Adv. ' P2

fresh
thraa
should
rough

ounces of




